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unseen villages,- arid here and there the way itself
becomes a metalled road leading to some larger
highway; but even so, you .can soon regain the
grassy tract, following the slow curve of the placid
down.

There is no sweeter place to be found on a hot
summer day than the old drift-road. The hedges
are in full leaf, and the undergrowth, sprinkled
with flowers, weaves its tapestry over the barer
stems of the quicksets. The thrushes sing clear
in the tiny thickets, and the blackbird flirts with
a sudden, out cry in and out of his leafy harbourage.
Here the hedge is all hung with briony or traveller's
joy; there is a burst of wild-roses, pale discs of
faintest rose-jacinth, each with a full-seeded heart.
The elder spreads its wide cakes of bloom, and. the
rich scent hangs heavy on the air. One seems
in a moment to. penetrate the very heart of the
deep country-side, and even the shepherd or the
labourer whom one passes shares the silence of
the open field, and the same immemorial quality
of quiet simplicity and primitive work. It is then
that there flashes upon one a sense of the inexpli-
cable mystery of these inexpressive lives, toiling .to
live and living to toil, half pathetic, half dignified,
wholly mysterious in the lie that they give, by their
meek persistence, to restless ambitions and dreams
of social amelioration. For, whatever happens, such
work must still be done until the end of time;
and the more that mind and soul awake, the less
willing will men be to acquiesce in such uncheered
drudgery. If one could but educate the simpler